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Thou, though men think thine an unactive part, Dost break and tame the unruly heart, Which else would know no settled pace,
Making it move, well managed by thy art, With swiftness and with grace.
Thou the faint beams of reason's scattered light Dost, like a burning-glass, unite, Dost multiply the feeble heat
And fortify the strength, till thou dost bright And noble fires beget.
Whilst this hard truth I teach, methinks I see The monster London laugh at me; I should at thee, too, foolish city.
If it were fit to laugh at misery, But thy estate I pity.
Let but thy wicked men from out thee go, And all the fools that crowd thee so, Even thou, who dost thy millions boast,
A village less than Islington wilt grow, A solitude almost.l6l8-l667            ABRAHAM    C'OWLEY
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